or foamy substance erupts from the drainage pipe across from me.
When Fm being a good river citizen, I call Environmental Health
Service, quietly demand an answer, and get one. For more than fif teen years, I dwelled in this way beside the Iowa River.
In the summer of 2007, I changed. That summer, I saw a list of the ten most endangered rivers in the United States issued by the American Rivers organization. The Iowa River was third on that list.
Even though this ranking was as much political strategy as scientific fact, I knew without a doubt that the dangers to the river were real. As the light faded, we climbed up the limestone bluff and back into the bus for a short trip to our last stop, the Iowa Falls Public
Library. There, about ten local people met us at the door; another fifteen or twenty waited inside; one stood at the podium ready to speak. It was as though they had been positioned just this way for years, waiting for a busload of people from Johnson County to lis ten to them. Like older siblings, they were upriver informants with knowledge to pass downstream. They told us, in brief, that there are 17,000 people in Hardin County, 7 million hogs, and 25 million chickens. It is a beautiful county, arguably Iowa's most beautiful; its geological and archeological history make it a treasure of the North American continent. The Iowa River that runs through it has been a source of life and pleasure for almost as long as humans have inhabited the continent. And it's being destroyed by large animal confinement facilities, far from the eyes of consumers of bacon and eggs. Among the degradations to the river and soil, and indeed to the animals, is the heavy use of antibiotics used to keep the animals alive in factory conditions. Iowa City's water treatment plant infor mation officer, our bus compatriot, told us that these pharmaceu ticals pass into the river and are not removable by a new plant like Iowa City's, let alone by the antiquated water treatment facilities in many of the small towns that are shrinking in size and losing the tax base and income they could use to build better ones.
Ted Steinberg offered a historical narrative of Henry David
Thoreau's attempt to find beauty and avoid industrialization on his journey up the Concord and Merrimac Rivers. For Steinberg, Thoreau's story is a way to explain how the meaning of "corpora tion" was changing well before the Civil War and how that change affected the nonhuman world. In Hardin County, we learned how 
